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Dear  Hate  Mail, 

I  have  found  a  group  of  animals  that  belong  to 
Meridith. 

Respectfully  Yours, 

Sheen 

its  true 


HM:  Which  boys  are  you  talking  about, 
Sheen  ? 


Dear  Hate  Mail, 

I'm  sitting  here  in  psychology  class  and  the 
teacher  is  handing  out  a  pamphlet  about  helping 
the  people  of  Mozambique  (i.e.  food,  clothing, 
etc.).  Why  don't  we  try  to  look  at  things  in  a 
positive  way  (i.e.  Love  Mail)  because  anything 
can  be  resolved  if  you  look  at  it  in  a  positive  way 
and  can't  be  resolved  in  a  negative  way. 

I  love  you 

real  name  -  - ^  I.R.D.  Lewis 

I  really  do  love _ t 


Dear  Hate  Mail, 

Why  is  it  that  we  pay  so  much  God-damned 
money  for  this  school  and  we  don't  even  have  a 
shrink-wrapping  machine  for  student  use  ?!! 


HM:  Get  down  off  your  acid  trip,  flower 
child.  One  too  many  Dead  shows  for 
you,  baby. 


Sincerely, 

Kara  Wilson 

Dear  Hate  male 


HM:  This  is  about  the  stupidest  letter 
we've  received  all  year. 


do  you  know  what  1  mean? 


-REG 


HM:  Joe,  you're  one  of  the  hottest  talents 
in  conceptual  letter  writing  today. 

But  how  much  does  a  bloody  bottle  of 
Tanqueray  cost  ? 


^  wA 

terttr.W*  Je 

V  l  • 


Let  me  first  say 

Thany  you  to  Mr. 
Moser  for  the 
supportive  information 

regarding  the  tuition 
increase 


nice  and  intelligent 
and  stuff. 

Also,  I  think  the 
paper  should  be 
printed  in  3-D... 

Joe  Shepid 


HM:  Thanks  Joe,  again.  Really. 


TrffidDUKBMir  (BJF  TTME IDAW 


WHAT  DO  YOU  THINK 
ABOUT  A  GIRL  WHO 
SOMETIMES  PLAYS  WITH 
OR  RUBS  HER  VAGINA 
WHEN  SHE'S  ALONE? 


TEACHERS  AT  COLLEGE  . 

A  college  professor  is  a  teacher,  too.  He  studies  and  searches  for 
new  things  to  teach.  He  lectures,  writes  books,  and  teaches 
classes.  —  ■  - 
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ACTION/REACTION 

by  Beth  (Buthina)  Khoury 


After  Sherrie  Levine 

an  important  document. 


A  "liar",  a  "misinformer",  an  "anti-Semitic",  and 
many  more  hostile  comments  as  well  as  good 
comments  filled  with  support,  were  the  reactions  to 
my  photo  show,  "What  does  it  mean  to  be 
Palestinean?" 

But  my  reactions  that  I  like  to  address  for  the 
first  half  of  my  critiques  and  say,  no  matter  what 
you  said  or  thought  about  my  show.  One  important 
thing  that  certainly  you  cannot  say  is  that  I  lied 
about  being  Palestinian  and  that  I  have  a  home 
called  Palestine,  and  that  my  people  are 
Palestinians.  You  cannot  say  that  I  lie  when  I  tell 
you  about  my  feelings  as  a  Palestinian.  I  could  say 
to  you  that  you  couldn't  face  it,  that  you  didn’t  like 
it,  which  is  o.k.  with  me,  but  you  have  to  accept  it 
and  live  with  it.  Yes,  I  am  a  Palestinian.  Some  of 
my  feelings  that  I  would  like  to  share  with  you  when 
I  took  these  pictures  are  that  I  had  deep  in  my  heart 
mixed  feelings,  sad  and  sorrowful,  for  the  other  side 
too,  even  more  than  my  people.  Their  kids  are  being 
sent  away  to  the  army  to  be  "good"  soldiers, 
trained  hard  to  pull  a  gun  trigger,  brainwashed, 
surrounded  with  ugly,  disgusting-looking  equipment. 
Fear  is  what  controls  them,  fear  of  themselves, 
and  their  equipment.  Nightmares  are  their  friends  in 
the  middle  of  the  night.  Yes,  I  still  feel  sorry  for 
them.  Honestly,  whether  you  believe  it  or  not,  I  don't 
know  what  hate  is.  I  don't  hate,  I  don't  fear  but  I 
scream  when  I  am  in  pain. 

Let's  not  talk  facts  and  past  if  it  is  hard  to 
swallow  but  what  about  the  present  and  the 
future? 

Any  suggestions?  In  my  view,  the  Iron  Fist 
policy  used  by  the  Israeli  government  isn't  the  right 
solution.  My  existance  is  important  for  humanity,  all 
you  have  to  do  is  accept  it.  Put  your  fear  away, 
get  rid  of  your  nightmares,  work  on  your  dream  to 
establish  hope  to  make  both  of  our  existances 
important  for  humanity.  Face  me  not  with  guns  and 
bullets,  but  talk  to  me,  exchange  feelings  with  me, 
don't  fight  me,  accept  me.  This  is  what  could  lead 
to  negotiations.  Don't  block  my  way  everywhere  I 
go.  I  don't  need  ghosts.  One  hundred  and  twenty 
Palestinian  have  been  killed  so  far.  Two  days  ago 
my  neighbors  were  killed,  today  my  brothers  have 
been  killed  and  tomorrow— -will  it  be  me??? 


someday  the  history  of  art  will  be  in  accordance  with 
who  is  hip  enough  to  be  "after"  another 
person  ,  in  the  sense  of  making  their  art  a  mimesis 
of  the  art  that  came  befofe  them,  in  other  words, 
art  would  be  a  sort  of  la  mpoon^or  parady  of  the 
all  ready  existing  froms  of  art  or  whaterever  is 
being  spilled  into  the  galleris.  this- will  happen 
until  the  poont  of  everybody  photographing 
eacho  each  others  worlr  with- titles  such  as  after 
so  and  so  or  afr  after  after  sherrle  levine 
'or  after  the  person  who  did  after -sherrle  levine  and 
en  after  the  person  who  was  afe  was  after  who  was  after 
. —  ’  -  *  *-  •  flev-unt.i 11  • — —  1 — q ins 


Science  Officer  Spock 


TOILET  PAPER  SHOOTING 

St.  Louis  (AP)  •  A  man  upset  because  his 
younger  brother  had  used  six  rolls  of  toilet  paper  in 
two  days  shot  and  killed  him,  police  say. 

Nathan  Hicks,  35,  was  charged  Monday  with 
the  second-degree  murder  of  his  33-year-old  brother 
Herbert,  authorities  said.  Nathan  Hicks  confessed 
to  police  that  the  shooting  stemmed  from  an 
argument  over  toilet  paper. 

Hicks,  who  called  police  after  the  shooting 
Monday,  told  officers  he  had  bought  an  eight-roll 
package  of  toilet  paper  on  Saturday,  and  became 
enraged  on  Monday  because  Herbert  had  used  up 
six  of  the  rolls. 

The  Hickses  quarreled  and  Nathan  took  a 
.22-caliber  rifle  and  shot  him  once  in  the  chest,  police 
said. 

QUARREL  OVER  TOILET 
PAPER  LEADS  MAN  TO  KILL 
BROTHER 
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BASES  CAN  BE  DISPLAYED  AS  SHOWN. 


CAVE  BEAR 

ALTERNATE  LOCATION 
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TIGER 


NEANDERTHAL 

MAN 
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MAN 

ALTERNATE  LOCATION 


FLYING  REPTILE 
PTERANOUON 


CRO-MAGNON 
MAN 

ALTERNATE  LOCATION 


"PRESENTED  with  the  ALTERNATIVE  of  LOVE  or  a 
GARBAGE  DISPOSAL  UNIT,  young  people  of  ALL  COUNTRIES 
have  CHOSEN  the  GARBAGE  DISPOSAL  UNIT." 


FREE  TOILET  PAPFR 

Stop  and  Shop  variety 

-  Safe  For  Septic  Systems 

-1000  Sheets 

-  ABSOLUTELY  FREE 

contact  Sheena 
rm.  375,  North  Bldg. 

LIMITED  SUPPLY! 

WHAT  A  BARGAIN!!! 
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ELVIS  RETURNS 

LONG-DEAD  "KING  OF  ROCK  &  ROLL" 
RETURNS  FROM  GRAVE  TO  ATTEND 
"FREE  LUNCH" 

Boston  (AP)  -  Students  and  faculty  at  the 
Massachusetts  College  of  Art  were  stunned  when, 
on  Monday,  April  1 1 ,  the  late  rock  and  roll  star 
Elvis  Aron  Presley  visited  the  school.  The  "King's" 
visit  drew  hundreds  of  loyal  fans  to  a  "free  lunch" 
(sponsored  by  MCA's  infamous  Student 
Government  Association)  run  by  students. 

Despite  having  been  dead  for  some  ten  years, 
Presley  appeared  to  be  in  excellent  shape,  having 
lost  considerable  weight  since  his  "Las  Vegas 
Days"  and  sporting  a  remarkably  different 
hairstyle.  "He  looked  good,  he  smelled  good," 
remarked  Sheena  Tompkins.  "He  packs  a  punch." 


Sneak  preview  of  blockbuster  new 


Horror 
movie 
stares 
dog  to 
death! 


The  Ring  admits 
his  funeral  was 

faked  and 

of  setret  life 

in  Michigan! 


Sex-thanae  mom  begs  doc: 
'Turn  me  back  into  a  man' 


Teen  marries 

boyfriend's 

grandfather 


[Bug  -size  UFO  found  on  playground! 


Ironically,  the  Weekly  World  News,  which  has  faithfully  (if 
incorrectly)  reported  the  return  of  Elvis  every  3  weeks  since  his 
"death"  in  1 978,  was  nearly  two  months  late  with  this  headline  after  it 
did  happen! 


"Lunch"  attendees  enjoyed  some  of  "the  King's" 
favorite  foods  with  their  idol,  including  fried  chicken, 
grits, 

"Grits?  What  kind  of  grits? 
"Hominy  Grits . " 


fried  peanut-butter  and  banana  sandwiches, 
and  Mr.  Goodbars,  many  of  which  Presley  fondled 
extensively  and  licked  before  throwing  to  the  many 
sexually  aroused  women  present.  'Thanks  for  the 
candy,"  replied  Ms.  Tompkins. 


Witnesses  noted  Elvis'  youthful  appearance  as  well, 
stating  that  despite  his  true  age  of  53,  he  did  not 
"look  a  day  over  26  or  so"  according  to  Tim 
Gealbhan. 


Faithful  Fans  line  up  to  have  their  Mass  Art  Newspapers  signed  by 
"The  King" 


"Elvis  the  Pelvis"  also  thrilled  fans  by 
autographing  copies  of  issue  #16  of  the  MassArt 


Newspaper,  which  contained  a  nude  centerfold  of 
the  rock  sensation  in  which  his  wee-wee  was  fully 
visible.  (Priscilla  Presley  of  "Dallas"  dropped  her 
lawsuit  against  the  student-run  Paper,  in  which  she 
identified  the  penis  in  question  as  "mine,  all  mine", 
after  a  reunion  with  her  formerly-late  husband.) 

Throughout  the  visit,  the  crowd  kept  a 
respectful  distance  from  Presley,  who  appeared  to 
be  on  drugs  and  did  not  speak  or  sing  a  word  for  the 
nearly  two  hours  he  was  present,  according  to 
eyewitnesses. 


Rich  Pontius  kneels  in  obesience  before  the  one  true  king  of 
rock'n'roll. 


s 


s 


Fans  and  Idol  alike  were  stunned  by  Mr. 
Presley's  admission  that  Mass  Art  student  Sheena 
Tompkins  is,  in  fact,  daughter  of  "Elvis  the  Pelvis". 
Even  the  King,  who  until  now  has  blown  off 
thousands  of  prospective  offspring,  could  not  deny 


the  facts  after  these  scarcely-to-be-believed  photos 
were  provided  by  an  anonymous  source.  When 
asked  how  she  would  spend  her  20  years' 
retroactive  child  support,  Ms.  Tompkins  replied, 
"Elvis  is  a  Love  God." 


NO  MORE  EDUCIDE  IN  MY  BRAIN 


Sor  ry 


The  nature  of  4th  Reich  Institutions 

calibrated  to  isolate  the  student  from  the  exigencies  and  needs  of 
the  unprivlliged 
untitled 

unpositioned 

graduates  into  the  public  prison  RAMBOx  and  Robotics  affixed  in  the  tunnel 
X  -  no  side  view,  no  light  at  either  end  -  spasming  forth  responsive  only 
to  economic  stress  as  imposed  by  an  X/WE  constituting  an  EXPLOITER 
WARDEN  ELITE  ,  overstanding  the  "canyons  of  vertical  arrogance" 
productive  of  HITLERS,  NIXONS,  DUVALLIERS,  IDI  AMINS,  P.W.  BOTHAS, 
PINOCHETS  -  in  a  word  "THE  REICH  MAN"  whose  inflicted  burden  is  nol 
that  of "  the  white  man's  burden^so  graphically  clartified  in  Rudyard 
Kipling's  "Take  up  the  White  Man’s  Burden"  but  that  of  "THE  REICH  MAN." 


"THE  REICH  MAN”  we  have  come  to  know  is  the  inevitable  product  atop 
the  "canyons  of  vertical  arrogance",  inevitably  constructed  by  the 
dollar-dangled  options  of  ATROCITY  STATE  as  the  flimsily  veiled 
machinations  of  what  has  been  called  mercantile  govemmentwhich 
inevitably  produces  supine  obedience  to  the  trading  away  of  Moral  and 
Ethical  precepts  for  material  gain  lodged  primarily  in  the  coffers  of  those 
who  constitute  the  asserted  representatives  of  what  has  been  snidely, 
smirkingly  termed  "We  The  People!" 


It  is  for  US  to  see  that  the  factories  of  farcical  folly  program  blind 
participation  in  the  onerous,  cannibalistic  onset  of  instances  reouirino  the 
defense  with  a  bayonnet  of  "God"  and  of  "Country"  which,  given  the  above 
historically  regarded  reality,  have  no  existence  other  than  that  of  its 
mercantile  Reich  Man  who  requires  such  MORALLY,  ETHICALLY 
DEFUNCT  halls  and  hulls  of  Educide  to  be  so  programmed  that  the 
mercantile  state's  merchant  tool  student  majorities  absorb  daily  the 
programming  of  the  yet  undivested  "  educational’  institutions  so  blatantly 
buthalls  of  EDUCIDE. 


■  LUCE-LEARNED  MINDS  RISE  IN  COMMUNICATION  THAT.  ANON, 
OUR  PROVIDENCE  ETERNAL  SHALL  KEEP  ON  LEARN  IN'  ON  " 


STAINS 

I’m  with  you  Antoine  T. 
on  the  state  house  step 
as  I  the  stain  here 
with  a  black  magic  marker 
I’m  with  you 

As  I  watch  people  pass  this  place 
With  smiles  on  their  faces 
Showing  me  that  they  do  not  know 
what  you  did  here 
Or  knew  once  and  chose  to  forget 
I’m  with  you 
As  I  sit  where  you  sat 
For  a  couple  of  minutes 
tonight 

And  think  of  you  burning  yourself 
to  death 

and  finding  it  impossible  to 
imagine 

Your  first  mistake  was  to  think 
someone  would  care 

I'm  with  you  and  I'll  try  to 
remember 
And  be  reminded 
by  the  chunks  of  granite 

that  they  chiseled  from  the  steps 
in  an  attempt  to  erase  the 
residue  of  your 
burning  body 
Or  the  I  put  here 
tonight. 

-  Joe  Shepard 

(Inspired  by  Saul  Levine's  introduction  to  his 
film  show;  here  he  brought  Antoine  Turrel's  act 
of  burning  himself  to  death  on  the  State  House 
steps  last  August  as  a  protest  against  the 
injustices  going  on  in  Haiti  to  the  audience's 
attention  as  a  dedication,  mentioning  it  because 
nobody  else  had) 


You  look  so  beautiful  looking  uo  at 
I,®  re2l  sorry,  but  you  smell'~so‘ nice 
I  m  real  sorry, but  you're  my  favorite  color 
A  tiny  bug  was  crawling  over  your  petals 
Sorry 

I  watched  it  crawl  on  you 

iou  d  idn  t  seen  to  mind  Sorrv 

I  like  ladybugs  too 
I'm  sorry  it  flew  away 
Then  1  picked  you 
Sorry 

You  ended  up  on  a  sidewalk  someplace 
Sorry  I  forgot  you  were  in  my  nand 

I I  saw  something  else  I  li^e 
I'm  real  sorry 

i  nope  l  have  a  rotten  summer  now  to# 

Sorry . 


Tom  Rhoads 


too 


I'm  pissed  off... 

My  book  was  stolen  from  the 
READING  ROOM  from  the 
ART6RI £S  school  show.  I  am 
offering  a  five  hundred  dollar 
reward  for  its  return.  My  name 
is  in  the  front  of  the  book ,  the 
outside  has  wax  and  gauze  on 
it  and  inside  there  are  some 
images  of  Bela  Lugosi.  The  book 
smells  like  transparent  base. 
My  name  is  Joe  Shepard  and  my 
studio  is  N  375.  My  phone 
number  is  927-0773.  I'm  pissed 
off  that  this  happened  and  I 
put  a  curse  on  whoever  stole 
the  book;  the  curse  is  lifted 
when  I  get  my  book  back.  But 
until  then  the  asshole  who  took 
it  is  in  big  trouble,  you  are 
doomed  until  further  notice! 

( I'm  very  serious  about  that) 

—  Joseph  Shepard 
April  19,  i  988 
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fALEOLlTHIC  FREEDMAN 


All  organisms  in  nature  are  detectors  of  varying  degrees  .  On  the 
planet  the  phenomenon  of  conciousness  occurs  within  this  wide  range  . 

Plants  exhibit  simple  awareness  in  their  photosensitivity;  that  is  they 
respond  to  light .  All  creatures  with  central  nervous  systems  such  as 
mammals  have  the  five  senses  of  seeing,  hearing,  smelling,  feeling  and 
tasting  . 

Each  person  interprets  the  information  their  senses  detect  based 
upon  their  understanding  of  what  reality  is  .  Just  as  conciousness  refers 
to  states  of  awareness,  it  also  means  a  state  of  being  a  person  may  be  in. 

The  mind  filters  the  information  and  imposes  a  context  relative  to  this 
state  of  being  . 

In  this  paper  I  will  be  focusing  on  two  additional  levels  of 
conciousness  that  only  occur  in  the  more  complex  organisms  of  HOMO 
SAPIENS,  and  HOMO  SAPIENS  SAPIENS. (  homo  meaning  man;  sapiens 
meaning  to  think ). 

The  division  of  philosophy  that  investigates  the  nature  and 
origin  of  knowledge  is  called  epistemology.  A  map  that  describes  the 
distinctions  between  relative  states  of  awareness  is  called  an 
epistemological  diagram  . 


Awareness  is  the  detection  of  various  states  of  energy  and 
information  .  Once  a  significant  number  of  detections  have  been  made, 
comparisons  and  measurements  are  made  to  discover  patterns  and  to 
create  scales  and  vectors. 

Cognizance  is  the  state  in  which  ambiguous  signatures  are 
observed.  When  a  signature  is  ambiguous  it  means  you  know  the  set.  For 
example,  you  know  this  is  a  thumb-print,  but  you  don’t  know  the  identity  of 
the  person  . 


Unambiguous  signatures  are  when  the  specific  identity  is  known 
That  drawing  was  made  by  a  specific  artist,  I  recognize  it  as  the  work  of 
Jon  Freedman  . 


The  target  language  (borrowing  syntax  from  the  missile 
designers)  is  when  you  have  a  suffient  number  of  observations  of  it,  IN 
TIME;  that  you  are  enabled  to  recognize  it,  in  it's  life-cycle  and  intercept 
it  in  time  and  space  . 


Art  is  the  ability  to  form  ones  own  conciousness  based  upon  direct 
experience  .  To  reflect  upon  ones  own  reflections;  TO  BE  SELF  COGNIZANT. 
Art  is  individuals  involved  in  the  creation  of  unambiguous  signatures. 


Mediation  is  having  conciousness  formed  for  you  .Mediated  ideas 
have  already  been  interpreted  .  They  are  a  fragment  of  the  original 
experience  .  Here  is  an  example  from  John  Berger's  book  “WAYS  OF  SEEING" 
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The  media  presents  us  with  an  idea  about  the  way  reality  is  .  Any 
idea  presented  in  a  newspaper,  television,  or  radio  has  been 
pre-interpreted  within  the  context  of  the  media  .  This  way  of  imposing  a 
context  is  called  mediation  .  The  reality  the  media  presents  is  devoid  of 
characteristics  .  The  media  controlling  the  flow  and  content  of  the 
information  is  called  the  information  war . 


The  fossil  record  shows  us  the  neanderthals,  HOMO  SAPIENS 
(thinking  man),  had  the  ability  to  make  and  use  tools  as  well  as  extensive 
tool  kits  .  In  terms  of  an  epistimological  diagram,  tool  kits,  ie  ;tool  sets 
tell  us  that  the  neanderthals  were  operating  at  the  level  of  ambiguous 
signatures  . 


The  cromagnons,  HOMO  SAPIENS  SAPIENS  (thinking  about  thinking 
man)  ,  were  the  first  organisms  in  this  evolution  of  earth  that  had  art . 

That  is  they  were  reflecting  about  their  reflections  in  the  form  of  hand 
-held  figures,  engravings  and  cave  paintings  .  They  were  self-cognizant . 
The  cromagnons  had  target  language  of  the  world  around  them  .  Story 
knives  were  both  coherent  maps  of  the  envirnment  as  well  as  the  worlds 
first  performance  art  tools  ! 


\  iU 


In  examining  the  fossil  evidence  of  the  paleolithic  (old  stone  age),  the 
stratigraphy  reveals  to  us  that  the  neanderthals  (HOMO  SAPIENS)  and  the 
cromagnons  (HOMO  SAPIENS  SAPIENS)  existed  simultaniously  before  the 
neanderthals  suddenly  disappeared  .  Why  the  sudden  mass-extinction  of  an 
entire  species  ?  I  believe  sapiens  sapieness  (art)  enabled  the 
cromagnons  to  survive  the  ice  age  while  the  neanderthals  lacked  the 
communicative  media  to  persevere  to  live  any  longer . 


Because  conciousness  is  mediated  (here  and  now;  man  is  fragmented. 
Because  technology  is  on  the  brink  of  synthesizing  conciousness 
(  Artificial  Intelligence  )  and  controlling  genetic  material  (  cloning  )  we 
are  the  last  untampered  with  versions  of  sapiens  sapiens  .  To  avoid 
becoming  victims  of  the  information  war  in  this  fully  mediated  culture  is 
through  art .  Losing  this  information  war  is  losing  your  indentity  .  Having 
your  unambiguous  signatures  made  ambiguous  .  The  purpose  of  art  in  the 
21st  century  is  to  preserve  unambiguous  signatures  in  the  sea  that  is 
mediated  culture  . 


'Arteries”  All-School  Show 
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"Arteries"  existed  because  of  mostly 
dis  chick  called  Suze  Kirwan,  she 
got  dis  pony  tail  real  long  an'  stuff 
and  she's  really  cool  girl  'cos  she 
cares  more  about  da  students  then 
dey  probably  care  about  thimselves 
She  got  Real  Values  that  make  a 
good  difference  She  make  a  huge 
investment  in  er  life  spending  all 
the  time  in  da  School  Show 
Sacrificing  her  schoolwork  and 
credits  just  so  "Art"  would  have  a 
betta  position  in  de  school,  in  dis 
society  and  in  a  universal  sense 
universal.  I  give  her  credit  And  if 
she  were  here  now  I'd  give  'er  a  big 
kiss  right  smack  on  de  lips  and 
stuff.  And  the  only  thing  she  expect 
out  of  it  is  the  satisfaction  of  having 
done  it,  and  it  be  a  veddy  important 
thing,  this  show,  and  I  have  a  high 
grand  appreciation  for  dis  chick 
dey  call  Suze  pretty  incredible  I 
think  and  what  we  need  is  more 
people  like  her  what  we  need  is 
more  people  like  her  what  we  need 
is  more  people  like  her  what  we 
need  is  more  people  like  her 
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Reg  wants  to  know  what  the  binder  is 
WHAT  CEMENTS  THE  DREAM.  STUFF  m.T 
STICKS  TO  OUR  SOULS  WHICH  SUSMNS 
THE  ABILifrY  TO  KIEF  US  \II^  TOUCH  \ 
WITH  BEIN(\  THE  RGLKJ&JflRE  A RTISV  A 
TO  BELEIVEXIN  IJflflSIBLEl  FORCES  WHICH 
DRIVE  US  DaY  AFTEI^  NIGHT  AND  MAKE  US 
WHAT  WE  BE  WE  /.RE  INDEED  ARTIST  BUT 
FOR  WHY  REASON?  WHY  DID  WE  CHOOSE  IT 


WORLD  DO  WE  WANT  TO  LIVE 
MAKE  THINGS  BETTER 
EVENT  OURSELVES  FROM 
WORSE  AS  MAKERS 
RESPONSIBILITIES  DO 
KEEP  TH'TS  A  LIVE? 

DER! ¥  id  IT  CHEESE? 

IS  IT  CHEESE?  IS  IT  CHEESE? jlS  Ij 
CHEESE?,  MAYBE.  MAYBE  NOT.  THIN 
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I  have  a  complaint  against  the  closing  of  the  eigth 
floor  Macintosh  lab  to  students.  I  wish  that  I  had 
written  sooner;  maybe  there  would  have  been  more 
opportunity  for  the  student  community  to  have  done 
something  about  it.  I  have  gone  to  the  Dean  with  this 
problem,  but  without  success. 

The  Macintosh  computer  is  equipped  with  programs 
such  as  Macwrite,  Pagemaker,  Macdraw,  Macpaint,  and 
others  that  make  it  beneficial  to  all  Mass  Art  students. 
With  several  popular  typefaces  and  point  sizes  to 
choose  from,  the  computers  are  especially  useful  to 
Design  majors. 

Last  year,  the  lab  was  run  by  a  woman  who  kept  it 
open  for  all  students.  One  only  had  to  sign  up  for  a  three 
hour  time  slot  a  few  days  ahead  of  time.  Nearly 
everyone,  it  seems,  was  satisfied  with  this 
arrangement. 

Unfortunately,  this  woman  has  left  us  and  has  been 
replaced  by  Diane  Fogg,  who  formerly  worked  in  the 
business  office.  Last  fall,  when  she  closed  the  lab  to  all 
but  computer  students,  she  explained  that  to  keep  it 
open  for  everyone  was  too  much  of  a  bother,  and  that 
her  own  tiny  class  would  never  get  the  chance  to  use  the 
terminals. 

Although  it  is  probably  better  to  take  a  computer 
class  to  learn  how  to  make  the  best  use  of  the  Macs 
(although  I  question  Ms.  Fogg's  competence),  it  takes 
only  a  few  minutes  of  instruction  or  a  glance  at  the 
manual  to  suit  most  students'  needs.  There  is  usually  a 
student  monitor  to  help.  Once  one  has  learned  how  to 
use  the  computers,  it  is  ridiculous  to  continue  to  take 
computer  classes  in  order  to  gain  access  to  them. 

Last  year,  four  computers  sufficiently  met  the  needs 
of  the  entire  student  body.  This  year,  we  now  have  ten 
computers.  While  I  was  working  in  the  typesetting  lab, 

I  noticed  that  all  of  the  computers  were  unused  90%  of 
the  time. 

It  is  an  outrage  to  expect  students  to  pay  for 
hundreds  of  dollars  of  typesetting  fees  for  resumes, 
portfolios,  or  graphic  summaries,  when  they  could 
instead  use  the  Macintosh  at  no  cost.  I  suspect  that  part 
of  the  reason  for  making  the  lab  off  limits  is  to  drum 
up  business  for  the  ill-managed  1200  Dots  typesetting 
lab,  which  opened  last  fall. 

Since  all  students  pay  a  lab  fee,  this  should  entitle 
them  to  gain  access  tto  the  Mac  lab. 

My  own  solutions  to  this  problem  would  be: 

A.  To  schedule  students  during  those  hours  that  no 
one  else  has  use  for  the  Macs,  or- 

B.  To  set  aside  at  least  two  of  the  Macs  for  general 
use.  If  Ms.  Fogg  and  her  department  continue  to  be 
unreasonable, 

C.  Students  of  the  Degree  Project  and  Portfolio 
classes  should  urge  their  professors  to  insist  that  the 
lab  be  open  ffor  these  two  classes.  These  students  are 
the  ones  that  need  the  Mac  lab  the  most,  therefore,  the 
teachers  are  well  within  their  bounds  to  do  this. 

Elizabeth  Furtado 
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a  column  by  Rod  Stone 


Dear  Rod, 

This  is  a  letter  for  the  "I  hope  I  can  benefit  from  my 
mistake"  file. 

For  several  months  I  was  seeing  a  man  who  worked  in 
the  same  office.  Unfortunately,  our  dating  relationship 
is  over  but  our  working  relationship  continues. 

What  was  once  an  exciting  game  of  secret  meetings  and 
whispered  conversations  over  the  interoffice  telephone 
system  has  turned  into  the  daily  agony  of  facing  up  to  a 
failed  love  affair. 

My  point  is  this:  Weigh  carefully  the  consequences  of 
entering  into  a  romantic  liaison  with  a  co-worker. 

Consider  how  it  will  affect  your  job  if  things  go  sour. 

Be  aware  of  how  painful  it  can  be  to  work  with  an 
individual  who  has  shared  intimacy  with  you  after  the 
affair  has  ended. 

I  learned  a  great  deal  about  myself  from  this  relationship. 
However,  I  am  too  uncomfortable  to  continue  to  work 
here  and  am  seeking  employment  with  another  firm. 

That’s  my  story.  Its  not  very  exciting.  In  fact  its  not  even 
great  reading,  but  it  is  a  lesson  I  learned  the  hard  way. 

Just  sign  me 

Sadder  but  Wiser 

RS:  Some  office  romances  turn  out  rather  well.  Sorry 

yours  ended  on  a  blue  note.  You  letter,  however,  does 
serve  to  warn  others  about  the  hazards  that  lurk 
behind  the  water  cooler. 
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AS  HIS  TINY  FIGURE  TOOK  THE  BEND  IN  THE  ROAD 
I  WATCHED  UNTIL  HE  VANISHED  COMPLETELY. 

ON  MY  MIND  PLAYED  A  STRONG,  TRIBAL-LIKE  BEAT 


EXTENUATING  FROM  MY  BEDROOM. 

TJ  NORRIS 
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,  ‘(J,  cheese  is  noxious,  yet  its  captivating 
/ -  to  inflect  my  cerebellum,  hrammm.  its 
omooth  flowing  cheese,  in  the  form  of  a  gathering 
of  great  cerebellum  bulldozers. 

that  cheese  is  enchanted  enough  to 
transcend  even  the  most  feeble  of  cheese  mongers. 
This  is  not  decitfullness.  no,  Rebuke  the  devour 
ing  cheese  prescriptions. Tilted  chunks,  my  friend. 

AN  elongated  trash  can  with  fins.  atomic  cheese 

*i  am  a;Tba  ‘ 
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TrtIS~is  ..the  — che  FREELUNCH  principle 

paniA-Iel|;Joifldr5lS-WmjTn-ever  owns  one  O'f  *▼ 
thiL-£anip4let-sTiarll~-mei?e-wovwn  weaven  semi-week 
lunch  time  inter-courses  where-in  it,  uprising. 
DISCARD  IMMEDIATLY  OR  FOREVER  HOLD  123456789999 

of  free  luch  are  not  docile,*** 
of  fee  lunch  ,..eAT  L  U 
of  free  lunch,  are  -fte-t-  guiltless  1300 

of  free  lunch  are  not  famished 
of  free  lunch  are  not  cheeseless 
of  free  luch  are  not  of  ill  nature 
we  of  free  lunch  are  in  ill  nature 
We  of  free  lucnh  take  pride  in  our  ego 
We  of  free  luchn  take  ego  with  toast 
,we,  of  Free  Lunch  skirmish  the  dessoit. 
r deposit  me,  unfretted  meal,  into  myself, 

■t I  am  the  host  of  my  own  body  and  invite 
•i'.  myself  to  enter  unbuttoned  food. Oh,  oh  oh. 
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Bitch  and  moan  bitch  and 
moan.  How  come  I  never  read 
anything  good  about  the 
administration  in  the  school 
paper? 

O.K.  thanks  so  much  for  the 
new  doors  in  the  Longwood 
building  that  I  get  to  open  and 
close  a  million  times  a  day, 
praying  each  time  that  a  300 
pound  foundry  investment  isn't 
heading  around  the  corner  ready 
to  bash  my  knees  backwards  in  an 
awkward  clash  of  doors, 
apologies  and  blood. 

But  besides  that,  I  have  a 
two  page  typed  paper  due.  My 
roommate's  typewriter  is  broken 
so  I  headed  for  the  library's 
famous  "typewriters  for  students 
use".  I  was  struck  by  deja  vu  as 
I  approached  the  first  and  only 
electric  typewriter  with  a  sign 
on  it  advertising  its 
brokenness.  At  least  there's  a 
sign  now  (how  considerate) . 

Three  months  ago  I  had  the 
pleasure  of  figuring  out  that 
there  was  something  wrong  with 
it  all  by  myself.  There  were  two 
signs  on  it  actually.  The  second 
sign  told  me  that  if  I  was 
unhappy  with  the  library's 
typewriters  I  should  tell  Wafic 
Khalil,  our  president.  Will  he 
give  me  a  consoling  hug?  Or 
perhaps  a  lolly  pop  to  dry  my 
tears  of  frustration?  Or  does  he 
have  a  typewriter  stashed  away 
that  I  can  use  by  tomorrow?  No  I 
didn't  think  so. 

So  I  went  to  the  manual 
typewriter.  No  signs  on  it. 

Maybe  it  works!  My  eyes  lit  up, 
my  heart  beat  loving  beats  of 
happiness.  I  hailed  Mary  and 


rolled  in  my  precious  typing 
paper.  O.K.  so  the  right 
margin's  stuck.  I'll  just  press 
margin  bypass  every  time  I  get 
to  the  middle  of  a  line.  That  I 
can  live  with.  But  all  of  a 
sudden  my  lovely  manual 
typewriter  decided  that  my  paper 
would  look  more  aesthetically 
pleasing  if  there  was  a  space 
between  letters  mid  word.  I 
tried  to  psyche  it  out.  No  luck. 
There  was  no  rhyme  or  reason  to 
its  spaces.  I  gave  up.  I  got 
steaming  rip-roaring  mad.  I 
considered  smashing  the  damn 
thing  to  bits  but  instead 
decided  to  seek  the  higher 
authorities .  Ms .  Librarian  told 
me  it's  not  the  library’s  fault 
because  they  don't  have  enough 
money  to  buy  a  new  typewriter 
and  these  were  gifts.  Gee  I  have 
a  lot  of  broken  things  I'd  love 
to  give  my  school .  I  went 
downstairs.  Sorry,  no  one's  here 
for  you  to  talk  about  it .  Make 
an  appointment.  Sorry.  I  spied 
one  Mr .  Roy  Brown .  I  remembered 
complaining  to  him  before  spring 
break  about  the  typewriters.  He 
had  told  me  then  he'd  take  care 
of  it .  He  told  me  today  that 
yes,  he  had  filed  an  order  of 
brokenness  and  they  should  have 
been  fixed.  I  said  that's  great 
but  they  weren’t  fixed.  He  then 
told  me  that  to  tell  the  truth, 
the  school  isn't  required  to 
have  a  typewriter  for  student 
use.  I  said  the  school's  also 
not  required  to  have  good 
teachers,  but  it  should.  He 
called  in  Ms .  Helpful  Woman  in 
charge  of  orders  of  brokenness 
and  indeed  she  located  an  order 


form  filled  out  at  my  request, 
March  10,  1988.  "That's 
Wonderful,"  I  thought.  Too  bad 
it  didn't  get  past  this  pretty 
desk . 

So  why  bother  writing  about 
it?  Bitch  moan  bitch  moan.  I 
don't  know,  maybe  a  rich  person 
will  read  this  and  donate 
$150.00  for  a  new  machine.  Maybe 
Roy  Brown  (I  know  you're  doing 
all  you  can,  please  don't  get  me 
wrong)  will  start  frequenting 
flea  markets  and  pick  up  a 
$25.00  working  machine.  Or  maybe 
someone  will  give  me  a  consoling 
hug,  a  lolly-pop  or  a  note 
explaining  to  my  teacher  why  my 
final  paper  isn't  typed. 

-  Deborah  Davidovits 


POST  MINIMALISM 
A  LA  MODE 


i 


A  R  T  e 

/.I though  there  were  many  good  things  about 
the  A KTZRIES  show  there  is  some  thing  which 
I  feel  should  be  improved  and  realised  and 
approached  with  a  bit  more  sensitivity.  Im 
talking  about  the  process  of  jurying  pieces. 
I  feel  more  time  should  have  been  spent 
looking  at  the  work,  im  talking  also  about 
the  presentation  of  the  works.  I  think  the 
three  pieces  submitted  by  each  person  should 
have  been  looked  at  together  and  on  a  wall 


&IJ 

4cair; 


with  nothing  else  around  it  but  white  space, 
and  for  a  longer  period  of  time,  Say,  15 
minutes  of  locking  at  it  before  a  decision  is 
made  by  any  of  the  jurors  about  it  being  in 
t..e  show  or  not.  perhaps  money  could  talk  the  jurors 
into  spending  pern-ps  10  to  12  hours  jurying  trie 
works.* say  a  hundred  bucks  a  juror  for  their  time 
and  simple  sensitivity  towards  this  stuff  we  all 
call  art.  Its  important  and  something  like  this 
shouldnt  be  rushed.  ifcErE  I  hope  someone,  whoever 
is  in  ciiarge  of  the  school  show  next  year  will 
take  this  into  consideration,  make  the  jury 
process  a  longer  process  and  look  at  it  with  more 
importance  than  the  presentation  of  food. 

I  wish  somebody  would  come  up  with  some  more 
ideas  on  a  better  jurying  process. 
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Bright  Light 

fo  2)ow  k/thMUL* 

I  awoke. 

I  stretched. 

I  lay  in  bed. 

The  sound  of  silence, 
thick  in  my  head. 

I  found  no  reason 
to  feel  no  dread 

but,  why  I  question 
this  In  my  head? 

only  a  child  can  explain 
these  matters. 

Morning  after  morning, 

I  can't  remember  what 
they  were  like. 

This  particular  morning 
shed  so  much  light 
that  I  felt  I  had  grown 
in  height. 

It  Is  true.  I  felt  I  had 
grown  on  inch  or  two. 

My  sense  came  to  me 
heouy  on  this  particularly 
bright  morning. 

I  lay  there  contemplating 
the  blue  of  my  room. 

I  lay  there  contemplating 
the  brown  of  my  door. 

I  lay  there  contemplating 
how  the  sun  filtered  in 


these  matters. 

R  sense  of  mission 
filled  the  room. 

Rnd  like  I  soy,  I  felt  I  hod 
grown  on  Inch  or  two. 

I  touched  the  floor,  cold 
under  my  feet 

Rnd  pressed  the  oir 
with  my  body's  heat. 

Uiho  can  say  how  worm 
it  was  for  I  was  dry 
and  curious. 

My  mom  was  the  only 
one  around,  this  I  knew. 

I  walked  passed  my  door 
and  thought  for  sure 
that  It  was  much  taller 
the  day  before. 

Rnd  this  only  a  child 
would  know. 

Street  noises  come  from 
the  front  of  our  house. 

This  Is  where  my  mom 
always  stood. 

Catching  the  sun  light  rays, 
she  watched  and  listened 
os  if  in  a  doze. 

How  I  crept  upon  her  so, 

I  needed  to  tell  her 
that  now  I  know. 

She  need  to  know  that 
now  I  understood. 


PAntts 


Nothing  could  toke  away  smile, 
not  even  when  alas  my 
momma  said  this, 

'look  at  that  rots  nest.' 

Rnd  even  though  I  was 
surely  crushed, 

I  continued  to  smile  just 
for  us. 

I  stood. 

I  stored. 

For  what  did  I  core. 

I  was  only  a  kid 

Rnd  then  I  asked  to  be 
held  to  look  and  feel 
for  the  morlnings  fresh  air. 


my  room,  through  my  door  *  wanted  to  say  that 
Rnd  how  it  changed  the  everything  will  be  alright, 

aura  of  my  room.  but  as  she  ,u'un9  her  head 

Beep,  beep,  beep  around  •  #he  ,ooked  at 

chirp,  chirp,  chirp  me  ?unn9; 

1  lay  there  listening  to  *  hoped  she  had  noticed 

the  sounds  of  distant  drums.  *  ^ad  9rolun* 


Rnd  boom  it  hit  me. 

I  lay  there  looking  at 
one  object  to  another. 

I  lay  there  thinking  of 
one  thing  then  another. 

I  lay  there  understanding 
how  it  is  all  meant  to  be. 

Only  a  child  can  explain 


When  this  smile  came  to 
her  face,  I  thought  she 
hod  known. 

The  smile  had  forlorn 
my  own  worst  cose. 

I  beamed,  I  smiled,  I  looked 
to  gladly,  to  greet  mom1 
smiled  none  to  sadly. 


THIS  POEM  IS  NOT  ABOUT 

WORMS 

I  feel  sorry  for  the  worms. 

They  do  not  hurt  us. 

Give  us  bad  germs. 

They  live  deep. 

In  the  Black,  Black  soil 
Twisting  and  turning. 

That  is  their  toil. 

We  dig  them  up. 

To  catch  fishes  so  fine. 

Metal  hooks  through  their  bodies. 
Hang  them  on  twine. 

And  when  forced  to  come  up. 

By  the  Cold,  Cold  rain 
Worms  are  trampled 
On  the  pavement. 

Again  and  again. 


Could  you  buy  me  a  car? 

Yes,  anything  you  want. 

You’ll  give  me  anything? 

Yes,  anything  you  want. 

I  want  a  star. 

Okay,  which  one? 

That  one,  he  pointed  and  reached  in  the  most 
terrifying  darkness.  That  one. 

Okay,  close  your  eyes. 

Close  my  eyes? 

Yes,  and  kneel  down. 

I  reached  high  and  pulled  down  the  light.  It 
simmered  down  gently  and  I  put  it  in  my  pocket. 
I  walked  around  a  little  thinking. 

Are  you  experienced? 

I  called. 

Could  you  hand  me  a  nickel,  all  I've  got  is  a  dime. 
What  is  a  dime  when  you've  got  a  star  in  your 
pocket? 

How  more  insane  could  I  be? 

No  more  insane  is  the  answer. 

He  put  his  arms  around  me  from  the  back  and 
turned  me  around  like  it  was  a  game, like  it 
wasn't  my  world. 

Who's  running  for  president?  He  chimed, 

Jesse  Jackson,  and  Meghan's  voting  for  him, 
imagine  that! 

The  steeple  bells  rang  and  I  heard  a  shout.  He 
handed  me  the  nickel,  I  handed  him  the  star. 

He  handed  me  a  weeping  willow,  I  handed  him 
a  kiss. 

He  picked  up  a  fall  leaf  off  the  ground,  yellow  and 
gray. 

S.  3/16/88 


Mark  Landry 
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>The  Ouchy  McGouchie  Song 

by  Mrs.  Ann  Roe  Weiss 
ofSewickley,  PA. 


(  sang) 


( spoken ) 


Ouchy  McGouchie  was  just  an  old  grouchy 
Didn't  like  sunshine  or  rain... 

Ouchy  Mcgouchie  was  just  an  old  grouchy 
Loved  to  just  sit  and  complain... 

Whether  its  cold 
Or  whether  its  hot 
Ouchy  McGouchie 
Would  rather  its  not 


(repeal) 


to  be  sung  when 
people  are  grouchy 


I  never  said  I  felt  at  home 
It's  dark  dark  dark  brown,  almost  black 
In  debate  he  was  cool  and  unchanged  but  I  was  in 
someone  else's  home:  an  ebony  dream  child’s  i 
(that's  not  whole  is  it?) 
or  a  pleasing  freak's 
I've  chosen  seven  better  essentials 
passion 

direction  (strange  and  distorted  but  existant) 
pace 

emptiness  (for  thought) 
fright 

change  (you  have  to  remove  your  dirty  dirty  y 
clothing) 

AND  confidence  (untimely?) 
one  to  to  two 

Why  can't  I?  justa  wondering 

JodBerggren 
April  7, 1988 
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love  letter 

it  arrives 
like  a  knife 
slicing  the  carefully 
seamed  heart 

that  i  have  sewn  together 
all  these  years. 


basement 

restaurant 


i  read  it 
while  in  the 
of  a  Chinese 
downtown, 

turn  it  over  and  over 
for  a  symbolic  sign, 
for  a  cluse 

to  an  unformed  question 

i  may  already 

have  the  answer  to. 

i  keep  it 
by  the  window 
beneath  the  plants 
and  drying  herbs 
under  a  cloth 
which  covers 
it's  blue  lines 
on  white  paper, 
wonder 

what  it  means 
even  now 
that  your  exit 
has  meant 
an  entrance 
thru  anothers 
cutaway  curtain 
or  narrow  door. 

by  Raven 


In  the  long  blue  dress 
the  father  said 

She  looked  like  Helen  of  Troy 
A  smile  played 
across  his  lips 
There  was  pride  in  his  eyes 
but  only  when  she 
wore  such  costumes 
or  danced  within  the  bounds. 

There  seemed  to  exist 
a  certain  evil 

in  the  eccentricities  she  embraced. 
A  mute  frustration 
for  the  man 

who  could  never  understand 
a  need  to  spurn 
the  pre-arranged  way 
Pride  was  lost 
in  the  dead  light 
of  resignation  to  the  Way  the 
World  is. 

Could  it  be  un  surmountable 
disappointment 
when  sweet  small  girls 
become  strange  women? 


iguana 


my  friend  John 
owns  lizards .  .  . 
keeps  them 
in  glass  cages 
cupboard  enclosures 
confining  them 
to  less  space 
than  even 
his  living  room 
allows . 

their  colors 
blend  into 

the  serrated  scenery, 

the  lines 
of  demarcation 
indistinguishable 
and  as  uncertain 
as  a  sullen  sound. 


by  Raven 


The  Light  at  the  End  of  the  Tunnel 

by  C.J.  Strimple 

Weaving  my  way  through  dark  passages 
Suffocated  by  the  blackness 
I  search  desperately  for  my  light. 

Feeling  the  warmth  of  its  glow 
so  close  to  me. 

But  I  cannot  see  it. 

And  as  I  approach  the 
comforting  sweet  smell 
of  melting  candlewax. 

Cold  iron  bars  deter  me  from 
meeting  my  goal. 

I  am  trapped  in  a  tunnel 
of  deafening  stillness 
The  cold  damp  air  creeping 
down  my  back. 

I  can  see  the  light  now. 

It  is  flickering  -  on  the 
other  side  of  the  bars. 

The  earth  is  crumbling  down 
on  my  light,  and 
I  cannot  get  past  the  bars 
to  save  it. 

I  collapse  on  the  dirt  ground 
My  arms  flying  foolishly  around 
Groping,  stretching,  reaching  for 
my  light. 

But  the  more  I  strain,  the  more 
Earth  falls  upon  us. 

And  we  are  both  smothered 
by  Death. 


We  are 

playing  chess 
and  all  the  pieces 
in  this  puzzle 
have  a  purpose. 

something  like  fear  rips  thru  me. 


I  know  not 
what  it  is 
that  causes 
to  open  and 


me 

close 


to  you 
at  the  same 
damn  time. 


by  Raven 


I  heard  a  whisper  and  then  I  heard  a  shout 
and  I  looked  around  to  see  what  all  the  dizzy  action 
was  acting  about 

And  I  took  an  eraser  and  whiped  it  in  front  to 
dizzy  and  dazzle  the  one  as  he  pleased 
He  whimpered  and  shouted  aghast  when  I  sped  out 
In  front  of  the  deep  purple  mass 
He  crooned  and  sped  deeper  as  beside  him  I  did 
sail 

and  soon  then  I  knowticed  a  deep  darkish  gale 
I  sped  and  it  sped  and  he  started  aghast 
He  stared  up  in  front  of  him  a  shadow  I  cast 
In  the  deep  darkest  middle  I  sensed  a  foriegn  plane 
Every  deep  hidden  secret  Just  smoke  turned  to  be 
drained 

A  zero  mind  empty  is  not  amist 
Hip  hop  hero  could  empty  my  fist 
and  my  brain  seemed  to  be  all  of  a  sudden 
be  ripping  and  tearing  the  mud  inside  of  it  soon 
echoed  for  nothing 

was  there  but  an  empty  empty  coliseum  amd  lots  of 
air 

I  stood  there  haulted  where  the  deep  mass  had 
once  stood 

Now  it  was  all  over  and  it  was  all  good 

but  h£  sped  and  he  sped  and  I  started  to  giggle 

A  broom  and  a  room  and  a  zag  and  a  zizzle? 

A  cup  and  a  saucer  was  all  that  I  thought 
Now  he  slammed  and  h£  smothered  and  started  to 
croak 

A  handsome  young  lady  with  a  worried  young  bloak 
For  a  handsome  young  lady  with  a  zero  and  climbing 
Was  all  that  he  saw  as  me  intertwining 
The  deep  purple  mass  had  gone  away  with  my 
brains 

And  left  me  with  no  action,  no  alternate  trains 
No  empty  I  was  as  I  sat  on  the  wall, 

I  was  happy  thinking  about  nothing  at  all. 

S.  5/16/88 


Summer 

Watching 

the  streetlights 

come  on. 

Just  about 
the  same  time 
every  night. 

Sitting 

outside  the  house 
on  the  brick  steps. 

The  slight  flicker 
of  somehow  something 
automatic 
coming  to  life 
would  click, 
with  a  glimmer, 
a  spark, 
a  scintillating 
pale  lime  glow 
become  fuller 
and  more  neon 
with  the 
passing  moments. 

Then 
we  were 
children 

out  in  the  back  woods, 
up  the  field, 
among  overgrown 
shimmering, 
just  as  pale 
yellow-green  grasses 
that  stood  up  straight 
but  allowed 
themselves  to  bend 
and  whisper 
with  the  passing 
of  those  secrets 
meant  to  be  shared 
and  handed  down. 


Raven 


THE  ANGST  OF  ONE  WHO  HAS 

BECOME  OLD 

What's  wrong  with  kids  today? 

They're  doin'  drugs,  bein'  gay! 

Messin'  up  the  country  side! 

Even  committin'  suicide! 

I  couldn't  say  that  when  I  was  young! 
I'd  shut  my  mouth,  bite  my  tongue! 

Oh  how  the  young  ones  confuse  me! 
They  have  no  grasp  of  reality! 

Save  me  from  this  insanity. 

My  darling,  darling  color  T.V.! 

Mark  Landry 


TO7 


Just  fix  your  lipstick 
don't  look  at  me 
you  wouldn't  give  me  the  time 
of  day 

don't  look  at  me  just 
walk  right  by 
Oh  just  straighten  your 
tie 

and  work  nine  to  five 
and  keep  laughing  at  me 
you  wouldn't  give  me 
the  time  of  day, 
and  I  wouldn't  want  you  to 
believe  me. 

I'd  never  want  you  to. 

-  Cherie  L.  Bombardier 
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bits;  ultra-controversial  BONG  COVER 

Rid  Your  House  Of  Unwanted  House 
And  Garden  Guests...  $0.00 

EASY  TO  AFFORD 

#8  (SGA  Puzzle)  -  Articles  on  South  Africa, 
"Amerika",  Nicaragua;  SGA  gets  abused;  Rambo 
coloring  page  by  VOX  POP;  ALL  NEW  John 
Dembski  cover! 

Be  The  First  In  Your  Swing-Space... 
$0.00 

EASY  TO  ORDER 

#9  ("Give  Blood”)  -  First  Installment  of 
Nationally-Recognized  "ART  AT  A  GLANCE"! 
Scads  of  articles;  Mandatory  Drug  Test;  2-colour 
A.I.D.S.  Awareness  poster;  Meaningless  Schlock 
Who  The  Hell  Is  That  Girl  On  The 
Cover?  You  Guess...  $0.00 

EASY  TO  USE 

#10  (Pander)  OUT  OF  STOCK  (too  bad.,  it  was  a 
pretty  good  one) 

#11  (Say  Moo  To  Cows)  OUT  OF  STOCK  (this  one 
was  good  too...  oh  well) 

#12  (Beauty)  -  Articles  dealing  with  rape  at 
Longwood  (and  attempted  cover-up  by  security); 


ACT  NOW  TO  CHANGE  YOUR  UFE! 


bizarre  artwork  by  "Lemon";  writing  by  Tom 
Rhoads,  Jib  Shippment,  more.  Some  Issues 
contain(ed)  Bob  Jones  Experience  FLEXIDISCS! 

Buy  Or  Die...  $0.00 

CLINICALLY  TESTED 

#13  -  NEW  STAFF!  A  VERY  SMALL  group  of 
students  spent  a  LOT  of  time  and  energy  trying  to 
convince  everybody  that  everybody  else  hated 
this  one...  but  failed  because,  in  truth,  everyone 
dug  it.  Features  artwork  altered  by  Staff;  new 
features  'Thought  of  the  Day"  and  "Get  A  Load 
'A  This  Guy".  LAST  MEANINGLESS  SCHLOCK! 

How  Much  Would  You  Pay?...  $0.00 
#14  -  MORE  altered  artwork;  Very,  Very  bizarre 
layout;  article  on  Handicapped  Access;  Report  on 
screwed-up  SGA  by  "Not  Anonymous";  Project 
Censored 

$0.00  (and  worth  it) 

#15  -  NEW  EDITOR!  Mostly  artwork  by  now; 
Understandable  "Art  At  A  Glance";  Science 
Fiction  by  Adam  Wight;  Cover  by  REG;  Not  Bad 
If  I  Do  Say  So  Myself 

What  Price  Quality?...  $0.00 
#16  -  HOLY  SHIT  BATMAN,  WHAT  AN  ISSUE! 
20  PAGE  MONSTER  features  Editor  Tim 
Gealbhan  morbidly  hanging  on  cover;  Mysterious 
Heiroglyphs;  Love  Column  by  Rod  Stone ;  Lots  of 
artwork  by  the  likes  of  Sheena  Tompkins,  Joe 
Shepard,  Pagan,  Spencer  Manko,  many  many 
more.ULTRA-ULTRA  CONTROVERSIAL  NUDE 
ELVIS  PRESLEY  CENTERFOLD!  Poetry,  dumb 
little  cartoons,  guaranteed  something-for- 
everyone.You  won't  believe  your  eyes. 

Why  Pay  More?  Our  Price...  $0.00 


NO 

LOSS 

OF 

ENERGY! 


take  the  following  fabulous  back  issu©s: 
□  #5  □  #9  Q  #13  □ 
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#@  O  #12  □ 


mailbox  is: 


#14  O 
#15  D 
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PLEASE  PRINT 


nam© 

1  ©inclose  $0=0©  (+  tax  wh©r©  applicable)  per  issu©  plus 
generous  contributions  1  may  wish  to  make  towards  the 

I  MO  OBLIGATO 

pleas©  allow  S  to  8  hours  for  delivery 

NO  SALESMEN  OR  SUBGENIUSES  WILL  VISIT 
OFFER  VOID  IN  WISCONSON  AND  WHERE  PROHIBITED  BY  LAW 

[FREE!  SENDJWTMONEY  if  You  CaJ3 W T  TZ5  /TViOt^Vs  j 

MAIL  IN  COUPON  TODAY.  YOU’LL  BE  GLAD  YOU  DID. 
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Chilled  Pineapple 
FRIDAY,  AUG.  21 
Baked  Fish/Cheese  Sauce 
Whipped  Potato 
Carrots  and  Peas 
Wheat  Bread 
Strawberry  Shortcake/ 

Whipped  Topping 

During  the  Civil  War, 
maggots  were  used  to  eat 
away  the  dead  tissue 
around  wounds. 
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6th  Annual 


Boston 

iD 

can^tj  oLoving,  Playboy’s  Silver  Anniversary  Playmate 


YOU, YES  ,YOU 

.  have  the 
right  to  stalk, 

kill, and  eat 

HUMAN 

BEINGS 


An  Editorial 

I  think  there's  a  lot  of 
dreck  in  this  issue.  I'm 
tired  of  art  school  poetry, 
obtuse  drawings  from  Joe, 
and  scribbly,  incomprehensible 

■BtrtrtQ  rcall)!  s feuf f ;  too.  • 

Rich  Pontius 


CRETACEOUS  (kre;tay'-shus) 

JURASSIC  (joo-rass"-ik) 

TRIASSIC  (try  ass'-ik) 

PERMIAN  (pur"-mee-un) 

PENNSYL 

Dinosaurs  dominrte.  First  flowering  plants.  Introduction  of 

Small  mammals.  First  bird  Reptiles  of  all  shapes 

Reptiles  dominate.  First  land 

Fin-backed  lizards-' orerunners 

(pen'-sil-v 

modern  trees. 

and  sizes  occupy  land,  sea  and  air. 

dinosaurs  walked  on  hind  legs. 

of  the  great  dinosaurs.  First 
beetles. 

"Age  of  Ir 
ing  numb 
coal  depo 

MESOZOIC  (mess,-o-zo"-ik)  “Middle  Life" 
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